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Jalf. You rogue, hcere’s lime in tins fackctoo,therc isno-» 
tiling but rogery to be.fbund in villanous man, yet a covvardc is 
vvorie then a cup offacke with lime in it. A villanous coward. 
Go thy way es old lacke,die when thou wilt, if manhood, good 
manhood be not forgot vpon the face of the earth , then am /a 
lhotten herring : there hues not three good men vnhang’d in 
England,and one of them is fat, and growes old, God help the 
while, a bad. world /fay, I would /were a weauer, / could fing 
pfaltnes, or any thing, A plague of all cowards,/ lay frill, 

VriM, How now, W ollackc,what mutter you ? 

F*/, A kings fo line? if /doe notbeattli.ee out offhy kingdom 
with a dagger oflath, and driue all thy lubiects afore thee like a 
flock of wilde geefe, ile neuer weare haire on my face more, you 
Prince of Wales, 

P rift. W hy you horefon round-man, what’s the matter? 

E tlf. Are you not a covvardc ? aunl'were me to that, and 
Poyncs there. 

Pew. Zoundcs ye fatpaunch,and yc call me cowarde,by the 
Lord,ilcftab thee. 

F alf. /call theecowarde? ile fee thee cfamndc ere / call thee 
cowardjbut I would giue a tlioufand pound / coulde runne as 
frtft as thou canft.Y ou arc ftraight cuough in the fhoulders,you 
care not who fees your backe : call you that backing of your 
friends? a plague vpon fuch backing: giue mee them that will 
face me; giue me a cup offacke.I am a rogue if / drunkc today. 

Pri».0 villain, thy lips arc fcarl'e wip’t lince tliou druk’it laft. 

Palf. Allis one for that. Uedrinketh. 

A plague of all cowards, frill fay I, _ 

P riff. What’s the matter? 

What’s the matterfrhere be foure of vs here Iiauc tano 
a thouland pound this day morning. 

Vrirt. Whereis it, Iacke, where is it? 

p gif. Where is it? taken from vs it is ; a hundred vpon poorc 

foure of vs. 

Pr/». What,?. hundred, man? , 

Ftlfl i am a rogue,if /were not at halfe fword,with a douzen 
of them two houres togetlier. 1 haue leap t by myracle. I arn 
fight times tiirurt through the doublet, foure through the ° c > 



william Shakespeare Henry IV. Part 7 (stc 22281 ) London, 1 


of Henry the fourth . 

my buckler cut through and through, myfwordehack’tlikc a 
-hand-law 3 etcefignum, I neuer dealt better fmcel was a man, a! 
would not do. A plague ofall cowards,let them fpeake, lfthey 
fpeake more orlefle tlien trueth,they are villains,and the lonncs 
©f darkened!:. 

Cad. Speake/irs, how was it > 
j^ofs, We foure fet vpon fome douzen, 

Tal. Sixcteenc,at lead, my Lord, 

Rofs. And bound them. 

Pe/c.No,no, they were notbound. 

Fa!. You rogue, they were bound, cucry man of them, or I 
am a lew elle,and Ebrew lew. 

pffs, As wc were (haring, fome fixe or feuen frefti mcnfcl 
vpon vs. 

Fat, And vnbound the reft,andthen come in tlie other* 
Pw. What, fought ye with them all? 

F al. All? /know not what ye call all: but if I fought not with 
fiftie-of them,/ama bunch ofradifh : if there were liottwo or 
-three and fiftie vpon poorc oldelacke, then am /no two leg’d 
creature. 

Pm, Pray God , you haue notmurthered lome ofthem, 

F ah Nay .that’s pall praying for, / haue pepper’d two of the. 
Two /am lure /haue paied, two rogues in buckrom futes : /tell 
thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a he, Ipitin my face; call me horlc: 
thou knowelt myolde warde : here /lay, and thus/ bore my 
point; foure rogues in buckrom let driue at me. 

P rin. What.toure? thou lay d’ft but two,euen now. 

F ai, Foure,HaI, I told thee foure. 

Torn, I, I, he faid, foure. 

Fat. Thefefoure came all afront, and mainely thruft at me; 
I made me no more adoe, but tooke all their feuen points in my 
target, thus. 

trin. Seuen?why there were but foure,eticn now. 

Fal. In Buckrom. 

P oynes. /, foure, in Buckrom fuites. 

F Scuciijby thefe hilts, or/ am a villaine clfe. 

Prince, Prcthee let him alone,we fliall haue more anon. 

Fa/, Do eft thouheare mc,Hal ? 
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